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Letter  from  the  Editor 


Sheila  Wellinqton 


Working  for  the  Prairie  Light  Review  has  been  a great  honor.  With  this  issue,  we 
hope  to  have  communicated  to  our  readers  how  much  we  appreciate  the  College  of 
DuPage  and  the  surrounding  community  that  continues  to  support  it.  I am  so 
pleased  with  the  amount  of  great  submissions  we  received  this  semester.  For  those 
who  were  not  published  in  this  issue,  please  submit  next  semester.  I applaud  all  of 
our  submitters  for  having  the  courage  to  display  their  work  for  the  entire  district  to 
see.  C.O.D.  is  not  the  sole  reason  we  have  had  the  opportunity  to  be  a part  of  a lit- 
erary journal  publication;  I want  to  thank  everyone  who  has  picked  up  an  issue  or 
submitted  to  an  issue  of  The  Prairie  Pight  Keview.  I would  also  like  to  thank  our  won- 
derful advisor,  Liz  Whiteacre,  for  all  of  her  guidance.  I hope  that  the  community 
continues  to  support  this  college  and  magazine  because  I believe  we  are  all 
Chaparrals! 

Special  Thanks 

This  publication  could  not  be  made  without  the  generous  support  of  many  peo- 
ple. The  staff  would  like  to  thank  Meri  Phillips,  Chris  Raposa,  Stephanie  Jaco  and 
the  Student  Activities  Office;  Susan  Schmult  and  the  Purchasing  Office;  Cathy 
Stablein;  Jason  Ertz  and  the  College  of  DuPage  Library;  Dr.  Wendolyn  Tetlow,  Dr. 
Sheryl  Mylan,  Dr.  Beverly  Reed,  Deb  Secara,  Paula  Burns,  Cathie  Walker  and  the 
Liberal  Arts  Division  Office;  Dr.  Chris  Picard  our  Vice  President  of  Academic 
Affairs  and  Dr.  Harold  McAninch  our  interim  President. 
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Celebrating  Meri  Phillips 


Sheila  Wellinqton 


In  medias  res  is  an  appropriate  term  for  our  Director  of  Student  Activities,  Meri 
Phillips.  She  always  hits  the  ground  running  and  is  graceful  when  she  shows  up  in 
the  middle  of  the  action.  She  has  worked  hard  to  bring  students  from  all  over  the 
College  of  DuPage  together  for  the  past  1 8 years.  The  Prairie  Light  Review  would 
like  to  dedicate  this  issue  to  one  of  the  strongest  proponents  for  students  on  cam- 
pus, Meri  Phillips. 

Meri's  greatest  gift  to  students  was  the  creation  of  the  Student  Activities  Fund 
Advisory  Committee.  This  committee  allows  students  from  the  campus  organiza- 
tions, the  Courier,  the  Prairie  Light  Review,  Forensics,  Student  Leadership  Council, 
Student  Activities  Program  Board,  and  the  National  Honors  Society,  PTK,  to  sit  in 
on  meetings  and  decide  on  the  student  body's  behalf  what  they  can  do  to  meet  the 
students’  needs  and  expectations  here  on  campus.  She  gave  the  students  a voice  in 
determining  where  the  student  activities  fees  would  be  best  spent  for  the  benefit  of 
all  who  will  flourish  from  extracurricular  activities  here  on  campus. 

This  past  summer,  Meri  put  together  tours  of  other  colleges  to  help  determine 
the  best  layout  for  the  future  Student  Center.  Students  from  different  clubs  and 
organizations  were  able  to  attend  and  submit  their  suggestions  of  what  they  saw 
that  would  best  suit  the  student  body  here  at  C.O.D.  By  the  time  the  Student  Center 
is  built,  Meri  will  not  be  here,  but  she  continues  to  put  her  heart  and  soul  into  the 
effort  of  making  it  the  best  it  can  possibly  be  for  everyone  who  will  be  able  to  enjoy 
it  in  the  future.  We  students  will  miss  this  passion  and  her  commitment  to  including 
students  in  the  college  decision-making  processes. 

Meri  has  also  taken  on  the  extra  responsibility  of  bringing  back  the  Child  Care 
Service  for  parents  who  are  students  and  who  need  child  care.  This  has  been  a huge 
undertaking,  and  Meri  would  like  for  this  service  to  be  self-sustaining  so  that  every 
semester  parents  are  aware  of  this  option  for  their  young  children.  She  always  places 
the  well  being  of  students  (and  future  students)  first. 

She  is  close  to  our  hearts  at  PLR  because  she  helps  The  Prairie  Tight  Keview  with  a 
lot  of  different  concerns  throughout  the  year,  and  she  has  even  stepped  in  as  advi- 
sor to  PLR.  The  publication  wouldn’t  be  the  same  without  her  support. 

My  own  experience  with  Meri  has  been  a delight.  I have  never  seen  her  without 
a smile;  she  says  heUo  to  everyone,  and  she  treats  students  with  respect.  The  PLR 
editorial  staff  and  I look  up  to  her.  Meri  has  been  wonderful  to  all  of  us,  and  we  will 
miss  her  dearly.  She  will  be  retiring  in  June  2009,  after  31  years  as  a Student  Activities 
professional,  and  we  would  like  to  give  our  many  thanks  to  her  for  her  dedication  to 
the  past,  present,  and  future  students  of  the  College  of  DuPage. 

Meri  Phillips,  you  will  be  missed! 
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Bright 


William  Vollrath 


The  little  flower 
reached  up 
through  the  dirt 
only  to  be  burned 
by  the  brilliance 
of  the  sun 
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Tree  in  the  Burnt  Field 


Adam  Hoolzko 


black  and  white  photograph 
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Catch  23 


Madeleine  Jo 


Love  comes  joyously 
To  those  that  are  loved 
Who  know  what  it  is 
From  an  early  age 

Toys  must  be  grateful 
For  how  they  are  played  with 
Stripped  of  humanity 
And  blamed  for  their  pain 

Slashed  to  ribbons 
Then  beaten  for  bleeding 
For  those  who  have 
More  will  be  given 

Those  who  crv  out 
Are  shamed  into  silence 
Comfort  seems  only 
For  those  with  no  need 

Love  has  the  power 
To  heal  all  wounds 
But  in  order  to  find  it 
Your  wounds  must  be  healed 
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The  Lake  Road  Frog 


Sarah  Holsteen 


Love  is  not 

the  vivisected  lab 

frog; 

pithed  and  pinned, 
layers  carved  back 
to  view  the  little  jumping 
bean  of  a heart, 
tissues  kept  lithe  by 
squirts  of  saline. 

No. 

Love  is 

the  lake  road 

frog: 

placid  but  for  the 
pulse  of  its  throat, 
a shimmering,  variegated 
thing  underfoot; 

the  traveler’s  treasure, 
which  one  prods 
gently 
simply 

to  see  which  direction 
it  will  go. 


In  Medias  Res 
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The  Ring 


Christine  Aument 


Four  and  a half  years.  A strange  anniversary.  A half-year,  but  not  a stand-alone 
half  year.  The  anniversary  of  your  death.  I am  certainly  not  celebrating  your  death. 
I am  honoring  and  celebrating  your  life. 

Your  wedding  ring  is  almost  smooth  now,  the  “brushings”  of  the  brushed  gold 
almost  worn  away.  It  has  a much  harder  life  on  my  right  thumb  than  it  did  on  the 
third  finger  of  your  left  hand.  It  gets  banged  against  the  tools  of  yard  work — the 
lawnmower,  the  rake,  the  hoe,  the  snow  shovel.  It  gets  rubbed  against  the  trappings 
of  housework — the  clothes  dryer,  the  vacuum,  the  countertops,  the  pots  and  pans. 
It  confronts  the  instruments  of  home  maintenance — a screwdriver  to  hang  a drap- 
ery rod,  a hammer  to  hang  the  pictures,  a ladder  to  clean  the  gutters. 

My  memories  of  our  marriage  have  smoothed  over  also.  The  bumps  and  gUtch- 
es  seem  less  important  now.  I remember  the  good  times — the  coffee  dates,  dinner 
and  a play,  a walk  on  the  beach,  an  outing  to  the  200.  The  disagreements  were  not 
fights;  they  were  working  toward  compromise.  The  times  when  money  was  tight 
were  times  when  Hfe’s  joys  could  not  be  counted  in  dollars.  The  tensions  of  dealing 
with  a screaming  baby  after  a long  day  of  work  were  giving  our  children  a loving 
foundation. 

I,  too,  have  a harder  life  since  your  wedding  band  moved  to  my  right  thumb.  I 
juggle  raising  our  two  sons,  keeping  up  a house,  cooking,  visiting  a sick  mother,  all 
while  working  fuU  time  now.  I am  the  one  to  fight  with  the  contractors,  arrange  for 
the  plumber,  plan  the  vacation.  Guiding  two  teenage  sons  on  the  road  to  adulthood 
has  been  challenging,  frustrating,  invigorating,  and  fun.  I wish  you  were  here  to  share 
the  ride. 

So,  has  your  death  smoothed  me  over  also?  Yes  and  no.  I think  I am  more  sensi- 
tive, more  compassionate,  more  empathetic.  But,  I also  know  you  softened  my  rough 
edges.  You  were  my  outlet,  my  sounding  board,  my  mentor,  my  friend.  When  I had 
a hard  time  when  my  sister  stayed  with  us  for  a few  days,  you  calmly  listened  to  my 
ranting  and  raving,  then  reminded  me  that  it  was  only  a few  days  and  I did  not  get 
to  see  her  very  often.  When  I got  frustrated  over  things  beyond  my  control,  you 
pointed  out  that  I was  wasting  my  energy.  My  worrying  would  not  change  a thing. 
They  were  just  that — beyond  my  control.  I think  that’s  a lesson  I finally 
learned. ..most  of  the  time,  anway.  Your  gentleness,  patience,  compassion  and  atten- 
tive ear  molded  me.  Without  your  example  to  reinforce  those  lessons,  I need  to  find 
my  own  reminders. 

I looked  at  your  smooth  ring  today  and  thought  about  wearing  my  wedding  band 
again.  It  was  an  odd  thought,  one  that  has  not  occurred  to  me  since  I took  it  off  a 
year  and  a half  ago.  So,  why  today?  And  why  just  the  wedding  band,  not  the  wed- 
ding band,  engagement  ring  combination  I always  wore?  WiU  wearing  both  our 
bands  link  me  back  to  those  “smoother”  times  that  live  in  my  memories?  Will  plac- 
ing that  ring  on  the  third  finger  of  my  left  hand  make  me  feel  closer  to  you  than  your 
band  on  my  right  thumb  can?  Do  the  two  rings  together  promise  a stronger  bond? 
No,  probably  not,  but,  maybe  the  two  rings  together  will  grant  me  a slight  reprieve 
from  some  of  the  pressures  of  hfe.  Maybe  the  return  of  my  wedding  band  will  con- 
vince my  male  friends  that  I really  am  serious  when  I say  I only  want  friendship. 
Maybe  wearing  my  wedding  band  will  bring  you  to  the  forefront  amid  the  hustle  and 
bustle  of  my  life.  A pause.  That  is  all  I really  want.  A pause  to  catch  my  breath,  to 
remember  who  we  were,  to  gather  strength  from  you.  This  ring  on  my  right  thumb 
means  you  will  always  be  a part  of  me,  but... I think  I hear  life  calling. 
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Summer  Night  Storm 


Madeleine  Jo 


The  wind  gathers  up 

From  some  other  side  of  the  evening 

And  I can  hear  the  storm  coming  on 

The  lightening  bolts  strain 
Under  the  weight  of  feeling 
There’ll  be  no  respite  until  dawn 

For  when  the  angry  night  lets  go  its  fury 
The  weaker  souls  do  lose  control 
The  innocent  huddle  in  masses 
And  the  passionate  do  take  the  toll 

They  drown  themselves  in  life’s  despair 
And  bury  themselves  in  pain’s  debris 
They  cry  too  loud  to  be  heard 
They  show  too  much  to  be  seen 

Notice  the  lives  of  the  drained  survivors 

Tell  them  they’ll  soon  be  free 

Feel  the  stream  rising  up  from  the  street 

As  the  heat  of  the  pavement 

And  the  cool  of  the  rain 

Become  One 


In  Medias  Res 
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Litho  Crayon  on  Paper  No.  2 


Cathv  Tiqhe 


drawing — ithograph  with  crayon 
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Puzzling 


John  Gordon 


What  diabolical  mind  conceived  it 
Innocent,  inviting,  benign  when  whole. 

But  scattered  about  an  old  table  top. 
Restoring  its  image  exacts  a toU. 

Connecting  those  intricate,  baffling  shapes. 
Confusing  fusions  for  colors  galore. 
Compels  avid  fans  to  disdain  reason. 
Become  hopeless  addicts  who  beg  for  more. 


In  Medias  Res 
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The  Cowboy  Grows  Old^ 


Barbara  Armbruster 


He  mounts  the  mower 
in  a stained  straw  hat 
saved  special  for  the  occasion. 

He  has  waited  all  week  for  this — 
waited  for  the  rain  to  stop, 
for  the  battery 

to  charge  up  the  horse  power, 
for  the  doctor 
to  say  he  is  able. 

He  leaves  the  confines 
of  the  garage 

with  the  steelv  concentration 
of  a rodeo  cowboy 
bolting  from  the  chute. 

In  graceful  arcs 
he  swoops  around 
the  plum  tree 
the  tulip  bed 

the  wood  stacked  for  the  fireplace — 
the  cowboy  cutting  it  close 
around  barrels 
as  the  crowd  whoops. 

And  I think  I see  him 
waving  his  hat  in  the  air, 
beating  the  dust  from  his  jeans. 
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Night  Life 


Wilda  Morris 


Here  it’s  not  nursery  toys 
that  come  alive  in  the  night 
but  clothes  in  the  closet. 

Your  coveralls  and  my  denim  jacket 
leap  through  the  window 
to  rock  on  the  porch  swing. 

They  sidle  over  to  the  garden, 
take  nips  from  a bright  red  tomato 
before  joining  neighbors 
in  a square  dance. 

One  of  your  brown  leather  boots 
gives  a playful  kick  to  my  sneakers 
which  string  along. 

Didn’t  you  notice  those  footprints 
leading  out  to  the  pasture? 

All  their  eyes  look  skward, 
finding  Cassiopeia’s  Chair. 

If  the  inside  of  your  shoe  is  damp 
in  the  morning,  it  may  be  milk 
spilled  from  the  Little  Dipper. 

Your  Sundav  suit  slides 

j 

off  the  hanger,  offers  an  arm 
to  my  flowered  silk  dress 
with  the  white  lace  collar. 

They  dine  formally  on  prime  rib 
and  baked  potato,  using  our  silver, 
then  waltz  through  the  house. 
Listen!  Don’t  you  hear 
the  echo  of  the  Strauss? 


In  Medias  Res 
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The  Fuzzy  Channel 


Nikki  Bozzano 


Being  born  in  a wire,  I moved  from  electricit}^  to  a screen. 

Existing  in  a noise  most  despise 

I bare  black  and  white  zigzags  all  over, 

and  can’t  seem  to  understand  why  no  one  sees  my  beauty. 

I’m  brothers  with  vour  radio  static 

who  is  only  heard  but  never  seen 

he  understands  that  constant  tingle 

of  almost  becoming  something, 

we’re  stuck  in  a sort  of  limbo 

waiting  for  our  chance  to  breathe 

our  fuzziness  into  your  unwilling  ears. 

I can  bring  you  an  unsettling  comfort 
you  never  knew  existed 
like  the  ticking  of  a clock 
I am  repetition  of  a noise. 

My  mind  is  always  contemplating  why  I even  exist 
because  it  seems  that  whenever  I show  up  on  the  T.V. 

I’m  immediately  not  wanted. 
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Litho  Crayon  No.  3 


Cathv  Tiqhe 


drawing — lithograph  with  crayon 


In  Medias  Res 
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What’s  True  Still 


Natalia  Nicholson 


The  wooden  door 
swings 

wide 

the  green  leaves 

nudge 

sunshine 

like  a stain 
across  the  face 
of  wind 

she’s  tired  of  waiting 
for  him 
at  her  door 

for  the  day  he’ll  arrive 

the  pickup 

rumbling 

up  the  gravel  drive 
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Vacancy 


William  Berkhout 


I miss  the  scent  that  stirred  my  mind, 
Whose  phantom  traces  I can’t  find. 

I miss  the  voice  that  was  so  sweet, 

Whose  dulcet  tone  could  make  me  weak. 

I miss  the  eyes  that  saw  through  me. 
Whose  sight  unlocked  what  I could  be. 

I miss  the  times  that  we  had  shared. 
Whose  absence  now  has  left  me  scared. 

I miss  the  hope  of  your  soft  touch. 
Whose  tenderness  I knew  not  much. 

I miss  the  warmth  that  filled  the  air. 
Whose  comfort  lived  within  your  stare. 
Without  these  things  I’ve  learned  to  fend. 
But  most  of  all  I miss  my  friend. 


In  Medias  Res 
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Where  Dreams  Go 


Alexandra  Wronkiewicz 


Far  off  in  the  mistt'  grev 
Over  the  wet  grass  and  muddv  waters 
Lies  a place  where  dreams  go. 

When  a dream  floats  out  your  brain 
And  snakes  down  vour  ear, 

It  wisps  in  the  air,  then  dies  in  the  lake. 
Human  life  has  never  touched  the  soil 
Because  death  is  an  affair  that  haunts  the  smoke. 
Dreams  have  purpose 
But  cannot  last  forever 
Eventually  thev  fade  into  a breath, 

.\nd  settle  along  the  lake. 

It  will  remain  here  useless 
Caked  with  dust  and  skin. 

It  Will  rot  here  for  aU  eternitv. 
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^rgotten 


William  Guest 
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The  Dark  Men 


Amanda  Rogers 


He  was  a dark  man  with  big  eyes  who  had  no  lips.  He  had  lips,  but  they  were  thin 
and  white  and  faded  into  is  face.  He  never  smiled.  Sometimes  he  made  a face  like  he 
was  going  to  smile,  but  it  wasn’t  real.  He  never  really  smiled.  He  wore  bright  colors 
though.  Pinks  and  greens  and  blues.  Bright  blues,  aqua  marines.  He  had  a large  pur- 
ple hat.  He  wore  it  on  Sundays  after  church.  He  made  his  smiley  face  at  church  quite 
often,  people  called  him  friendH 

He  wasn’t  friendly  though,  not  really.  You  see,  every  Sunday  he  would  go  out  in 
his  big  purple  hat.  He  would  go  to  a restaurant  in  the  city,  always  a different  one, 
always  secredy.  He  was  dark,  and  fit  in  well.  His  bright  colors  and  purple  hat  made 
people  leave  him  alone.  People  who  dress  in  bright  colors  and  goofy  hats  are  never 
up  to  no  good. 

He  would  go  to  a restaurant  and  hide  in  the  bathroom.  Usually  it  was  the  men’s 
restroom,  since  he  had  trouble  getting  into  the  women’s.  But  sometimes  he  pulled  it 
off  He  liked  the  women’s  restroom  better.  It  smelled  nice,  like  powder  and  lemon. 
Almost  aU  the  bathrooms  he  went  in  smelled  the  same. 

He  would  go  into  the  bathroom  and  hide  in  a stall,  sitting  with  his  legs  up  so  you 
couldn’t  see  him  from  the  bottom.  He  would  listen  as  people  came  in  and  out,  chat- 
tering with  one  another,  relieving  themselves,  washing  and  drving  their  hands.  He 
would  listen  for  hours  sometimes,  waiting  for  the  specific  sound.  He  knew  this 
sound  because  he  had  heard  it  over  and  over;  he  knew  what  to  listen  for:  the  sound 
of  a single  pair  of  little  feet. 

He  could  teU  bv  the  sound  of  their  walk  how  old  thev  were,  what  sex  thev  were, 
how  hvper,  how  nice.  He  kked  the  nice  ones. 

This  dark  man  had  seen  a storv  once  on  the  news  when  he  was  little.  The  storv 
was  about  a man  who  was  taU  like  him  and  dark  too.  The  man  on  the  news  had  no 
lips  and  didn’t  smile.  He  was  a bad  man;  he  wore  aU  black  and  had  a scar  above  his 
eye.  (The  kttie  kid  didn’t  know  which  eye  because  he’d  read  about  how  cameras  make 
evervthing  backwards  and  he  sometimes  gets  confused.) 

He  was  a bad  man,  this  dark  man  on  the  TY  The  news  said  that  he  killed  kids. 
Little  ones.  The  news  said  that  he  touched  little  kids  in  the  bathroom  of  the  school 
where  he  was  a janitor.  It  said  he  kidnapped  them  sometimes,  it  said  that  he  did  bad 
things. 

The  little  bov  knew  that  what  the  news  said  was  true.  The  dark  man  on  T\^  had 
a law\^er  who  was  trying  to  say  it  wasn’t.  The  little  boy  knew  that  the  lavwer  was 
wrong  though,  he  knew  his  daddy  did  do  those  things. 

His  daddy  would  bring  them  home  in  his  truck,  the  little  kids.  He  would  take 
them  down  into  the  basement  and  make  them  put  on  this  big  gooty  purple  hat.  He 
kked  it,  he’d  say.  He  thought  it  was  funny  and  strange,  how  they  looked  so  young 
and  silly  in  that  big  purple  hat. 

He  would  tie  them  up.  He  would  sat;  “Close  your  eyes  dear  child,  I have  some- 
thing to  give  you.” 

The  little  boy  wanted  to  leave  his  daddy,  but  he  loved  him  verv  very  much  and 
was  afraid  to  disappoint  him.  He  was  very  afraid.  So  he  helped  his  daddy.  He  hand- 
ed him  tools  and  sharp  things  and  helped  him  to  clean  up  after,  when  the  kids  had 
stopped  breathing  and  his  daddy  wasn’t  laughing  anvmore. 
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And  then  someone  found  out  about  his  daddy,  and  he  was  taken  away  to  jail  and 
the  only  time  the  Utde  boy  saw  him  was  on  the  news.  The  little  boy  loved  his  daddy 
very  much,  and  missed  him  terribly 

Eventually  the  little  boy  grew  up.  He  bought  a truck  and  a purple  hat  and  went 
out  to  restaurants  on  Sundays  after  church. 

He  would  wait  in  the  stalls  with  his  legs  curled  up  for  the  sound  of  a single  pair 
of  little  footsteps.  When  he  heard  them,  he  would  slowly  uncurl  himself  and  open 
the  door  and  step  out. 

“Hello  little  child.”  They  would  smile  at  him  and  some  would  say  ‘hi  mister’, 
because  when  they  are  young  like  that  they  can’t  help  being  friendly. 

“Hello  little  child.  I know  that  you  are  eating  your  supper,  and  you  must  finish  it 
if  you  want  to  grow  big  and  strong,  but  I was  wondering  if  you  would  come  with 
me  for  just  a moment,  I have  something  to  give  you.  I will  let  you  try  on  my  purple 
hat.”  Nine  times  out  of  ten,  the  kid  would  look  up  at  the  beauty  of  that  purple  hat 
and  come  right  away.  Sometimes  he  had  to  convince  them,  but  it  wasn’t  hard.  People 
said  he  was  friendly  after  all.  Anyway,  all  kids  know  that  people  who  dress  in  bright 
colors  are  never  up  to  no  good. 

He  sneaks  them  out  quietly  to  his  truck.  When  he  opens  the  door,  circus  music 
comes  out.  There  is  a smell  like  cotton  candy  or  caramel  corn,  something  pleasant 
and  sticky  and  delicious. 

“Close  your  eyes,  dear  child,”  he  would  say,  “I  have  something  to  give  you.” 

The  kid  would  close  his  or  her  eyes,  and  the  man  would  think.  He  would  think 
of  all  the  happy  things  he  had  ever  seen  in  his  life.  He  would  think  about  clowns  and 
bunnies  and  happy  little  pigtails.  He  would  concentrate  on  candies  and  sunrises  and 
birdsongs  until  his  whole  heart  felt  ready  to  explode. 

He  would  quickly  take  off  the  hat  that  was  filled  will  all  these  happy  thoughts, 
and  put  it  on  the  child’s  head.  He  would  lean  in  and  hug  the  child  with  all  he  has, 
pushing  out  the  goodness  until  he  felt  nothing  but  a dark  empty.  The  child  would 
stand  there,  dumbfounded,  with  a silly  grin  on  his  or  her  face.  They  wouldn’t  know 
what  hit  them,  but  would  be  filled  with  such  a sense  of  euphoria — a blinding  happy 
that  took  over  every  sense  in  their  body. 

“I  love  you  child.”  He  would  say,  “I  want  you  to  go  inside  and  finish  your  meal, 
I want  you  to  grow  up  big  and  strong.  And  when  you  get  sad,  I want  you  to  remem- 
ber this  happiness  and  know  that  there  is  good  out  there,  even  when  you  can’t  see 
it.  Go  child;  go  back  to  your  famil}^”  He  would  take  the  hat  back,  the  hat  which  had 
been  drained  of  all  the  happy  thoughts  he  could  collect  that  week.  He  would  get  into 
his  truck,  turn  off  the  music,  curl  up  and  sleep. 

Every  week  the  dark  man  would  do  this. 

On  the  first  of  every  year  he  would  lay  in  his  truck  and  think  about  the  fifty  two 
children.  He  would  remember  their  faces,  how  they  smiled  and  laughed  and  how 
they  will  have  a piece  of  that  goodness  always.  He  thinks  of  all  the  badness  too.  He 
thinks  of  that  bad  man  on  the  T\^  and  about  how  thev  aren’t  that  different,  about 
how  their  faces  match.  He  curls  up  and  remembers  the  other  faces,  the  ones  he  can’t 
take  back.  He  thinks  how  all  the  good  thoughts  in  the  world  could  never  take  it  back. 

He  cries.  He  whispers  to  each  child  he  sees,  “I’m  sorry.  I’m  sorry.  I’m  sorry,  so 
sorry.” 
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Adam  Hoolzko 


silver  halide  photography 
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Autumn 


William  Berkhout 


With  amber  hues 
And  wind  kissed  cues 
As  frost  chilled  air 
Strips  whole  trees  bare 
The  nights  grow  long 
While  summer’s  song 
Is  sung  in  jest 
And  laid  to  rest 
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To  Babylon 


David  Thomas 


Hoii>  many  miles  is  it  to  Babylon? — 

Threescore  miles  and  ten. 

Can  I get  there  by  candle-light?  — 

Yes,  and  back  again. 

If  your  heels  are  numble  and  light, 

\ hu  may  get  there  by  candle-light. 

— Mother  Goose 

Last  night  a storm  went  overhead. 

We  could  hear  pigs  flying  through  the  rain  to  the  moon. 
I don’t  doubt  for  one  minute  they  knew 
exactly  where  they  were  going. 

And  I think  I can  pretty  well  guess 

their  heels  were  anything  but  nimble  and  light. 

Right  now  the  moon  seems  as  good  a place  as  any. 

A change  of  locale  might  improve  my  thoughts. 
Something  needs  to  be  done  to  improve  them — 
there’s  no  mystery  here  about  that. 

j j 

The  real  mystery  here  is  whether  or  not 
growing  old  is  any  different  on  the  moon: 

Come  rain  or  shine 

you  get  the  same  daily  paper, 

the  same  maudlin  stories, 

and  after  about  a hundred  years 

your  garage  is  full  of  headlines. 

Ifs  raining,  it’s  pouring. 

The  old  man  in  snoring. 

He  went  to  bed  with  a bump  on  his  head. 

And  didn’t  get  up  until  the  morning. 

How  many  miles  is  it  to  Babylon? 

Threescore  miles,  and  on  and  on... 
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Come  rain  or  shine, 

I’m  flying  circles  round  the  moon, 
my  heels  are  knee-high  to  a dime, 
and  my  hair  as  grey  as  a spoon. 
Come  rain  or  shine, 
a candle  burns  on  Babylon  time. 
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Twilight  Tugging 


Veronica  Shukin 


Do  you  remember  all  those  lies  we  told? 
About  finding  hidden  gold? 

Do  you  remember  robins’  eggs? 

And  searching  for  the  moon? 

Summer’s  breeze  in  failing  sunlight 
Twilight  tugging  in  the  sky 
I wish  tonight  was  not  the  night 
It’s  time  to  say  good-bye 

We  wore  those  hats  that  covered  our  eyes 
To  protect  us  from  the  “spies” 

We  ran  away  from  “enemies” 

Hiding  ‘neath  the  trees 

Summer’s  breeze  in  failing  sunlight 
Twilight  tugging  in  the  sky 
I wish  tonight  was  not  the  night 
It’s  time  to  say  good-bye 

Only  little  kids  like  us 
Understood  our  games 

We’d  given  each  other  and  everyone 
Their  most  favorite  names 

Summer’s  breeze  in  failing  sunlight 
Twilight  tugging  in  the  sky 
I wish  tonight  was  not  the  night 
It’s  time  to  say  good-bye 

We  rode  through  jungles  of  garden  plants 
On  the  backs  of  elephants 

Eating  lemons  out  of  dishes 
We  gave  our  cake  to  the  fishes 

Summer’s  breeze  in  failing  sunlight 
Twilight  tugging  in  the  sky 
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I wish  tonight  was  not  the  night 
It’s  time  to  say  good-bye 

This  year’s  not  over 

Yet  we’ve  got  to  say  good-bye 

Just  give  me  one  more  day  with  you 
Let’s  get  lost  in  the  sky 
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Blue  Stained  Pavement... 


Jacqueline  Duca 


Helpless.  Alone.  Alisunderstood. 

Once  useful  and  important. 

Once  able  to  create  smiles. 

Once  loved  by  the  most  important  of  people. 

Now,  forgotten. 

Afurdured.  Lifeless.  Gone. 

Its  spilled  guts  is  but  a nuisance  to  clean  up, 

Its  glorious  clothes  tainted  forever. 

Left  only  to  be  thrown  out. 

Todav  marks  the  cruel,  bitter  end... 

The  death  of  the  magnificent,  majestic  Blue  Crayon 
Murdured  on  the  hot  summer  pavement. 
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Grave-Worlds 


John  Krozel  Jr. 


digital  artwork 
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Zingelmans,  1st  Street,  Hinsdale 


Andrew  Cornillie 


color  photography 
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Morning  Rush 


Robin  S.  Trvloff 


color  photography 
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Snowhite  and  the  Three  Bubbles 


Aiste  Barkauskaite 


color  photography 
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Monolith 


Denis  Haqen 


digital  photography 
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Intensity 


Maureen  Zwier 


color  photography 
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The  Veteran 


Anne  Fines 


acrylic  painting,  canvas 
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Chinese  Ribbon  Dance 


Rachel  Weiqmann 


color  photography 
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Melancholy  Lake 


Nancv  D’Aqostino 
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acrylic  on  canvas 
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Parrots 


Mark  Donnell 


color  photography 
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Litho  Crayon  No.  4 


Cathy  Tiqhe 


drawing — lithograph  with  crayon 
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Canyon  Wall 


Aichen  Ho 


color  photography 
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Living  Skies  No.  3 


David  Mavhew 


color  photography 
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Little  Mermaid 


Aiste  Barkauskaite 


color  photography 
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Summer’s  Child 


Veronica  Shukin 


color  photography 
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Deep  Blue  Sea 


Carl  Jalowiec 


color  photography 
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Killing  My  Grandfather 


Sarah  Holsteen 


The  mermaid’s  purse, 

premature, 

had  washed  ashore. 

“Don’t  squeeze  it.” 

Grandpa  said. 

“It’s  an  egg.” 

We  peered  at  this  potential — 

a time  capsule, 
coarse  and  horned; 

a sealed  story 
of  generations. 

Unheeding. 

I pressed 

the  thick  brown  husk 
between  my  hands 

and  watched  his  face 
as  I squandered 
every  nascent  dream 

— a milky  line 
strung  out  on  the  wind 
mixing  with  the  sea 
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The  Masterpiece 


Barbara  Armbruster 


The  doughy  white  flesh 
of  her  shoulders 
spills  over  her  blouse 
like  rising  bread. 

Blocking  the  aisle 
with  her  cart 
she  muses  aloud 
on  the  high  price 
of  organic  tomatoes 
as  a women  in  some  other 
time  and  place 
might  haggle 

over  the  gleaming  freshness 
of  the  fish, 
the  thumped  ripeness 
of  a melon. 

She  needed  only 
the  painter  who  would 
pose  her 

with  a starched  white  cap 
sniffing  a sprig  of  basil 
perhaps  a little  dog 
guarding  the  basket 
at  her  feet. 
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Sitting  Through  a Meeting. .. 


Wilda  Morris 


Sitting  Through  a Meeting  on  a Rainy  Day  in  a Dark  Room  with 
Konigsee  by  Juhus  Lange  Hanging  on  the  Wall 

sun  and  shadows  play 
against  cliffs 
reflect  in  dark  water 
pull  the  oars  steady  steady 

around  the  curve 

rocks  jut  out,  breaking 

the  glassy  surface 

pull  the  oars  steady  steady 

gentle  clouds  float 
like  canoes  in  the  sky 
pull  the  oars  steady 

canoes  move 
away  from  rocks 
away  from  ducks 
steady  steady 

away  from  droning  voices 
pull  the  oars  steady  steady 
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Metamorphosis 


Linda  Shan 


For  a moment  I felt  your  presence, 

I closed  my  eyes  to  shield  it  from  me, 

But  my  mind’s  eye  captured  your  sweetness 
and  my  sorrow  of  things  never  to  be. 

Oh  cruel  memory,  you  make  me  envy 
a state  of  amnesia, 
of  no  recollection  of  self 
or  of  one’s  deep  yearnings, 

a blissful  numbness  that  makes 
all  yesterdays  not  true. 

A heavenly  disembodiment  from  a 
heart  so  filled  with  you. 

You  who  molded  me  into  flowing  sunshine 

and  soft  laughter, 

into  sweet  gentleness 

and  loving  so  pure, 

has  now  changed  me  into  someone 

I do  not  know. 

Someone  whose  melancholy  thoughts, 
have  lost  the  here  and  now, 
have  lost  reality. . .have  lost  you. 
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Alexander  Starlin 


Lust 


Her  figure  glistens  in  a silky  shade 
As  the  thong  comes  off,  my  heart  is  weighed 
Slowly  she  teases  me  with  the  clothes  I tore 
And  I want  to  feel  her  more  and  more 

She’s  an  Aphrodite  in  the  flesh 

One  of  many  but  mine  and  fresh 

I’m  a serpent  aroused  at  pain 

And  I show  her  what  love  is  again  and  again 

She’s  so  hot  and  wet,  so  soft  and  succulent 
And  time  stands  stiU  for  us  in  this  moment 
She  loses  control,  in  luscious  ardor 
And  my  heart  inflamed  beats  harder  and  harder 

Her  heaven  is  made  of  sinful  bliss 

And  I slither  between  her  voluptuous  hips 

My  soul  is  craving  flames  and  pleasure 

To  devour  this  goddess’  heart  forever  and  ever 
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Love  101:  Infatuation  Education 


Amanda  Rogers 


It  is  a simple  Science, 

A light  refraction  revealing  an  expansive  universe, 
Or  the  strands  of  hair 
That  fall  into  your  face. 

Or  it’s  a Mathematical  equation. 

Two  plus  two  equals  four. 

Whereas  the  two  of  us  together  are  far  greater 
Than  our  relative  sums. 

It  is  basic  English, 

An  expression  or  conveyance. 

Words  from  your  Ups. 

To  mine. 

A Historical  reverence, 

A chronology. 

Allusions  to  the  fabric  of  human  time — 

That  we  wrap  ourselves  in. 

Lying  immersed  in  one  another. 
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J.J.N 


Natalia  Nicholson 


Now  where  did  I put  you? 

If  I were  a dead  father, 

Where  would  I hide? 

Are  you  stiU  sitting  in  the  driveway, 
Smoking 

And  listening  to  the  radio? 

Or  are  you  in  the  kitchen. 

Smoking  and  working 
The  crossword  pu22le 
With  a glass  of  water? 

Nah,  I checked  there  once  already. 

Unless  you’ve  moved  since  then... 

I can  see  you  in  the  backyard 
With  the  kids 
Making  magic 
With  a shed  door, 

A magic  phrase. 

And  a concealed  garage  door  opener. 

Where’s  the  magic  now.  Papa? 

Where’s  your  strong  hands. 

Your  laugh  hewn  from  granite. 

Your  marble  hewn  from  tears? 

You’ve  never  been  this  late 
With  dinner  before. 

Maybe  you’re  in  this  book  here 
With  your  photo. . . 

Maybe  in  the  poem 

With  no  strong  verb  nor  rhyme. . . 

Maybe  in  the  cricket  song 

Or  in  the  garden  outside  the  window. . . 

I’m  so  wanting  a glimpse  of  you 

When  you  aren’t  even  in  the  same  county. . . 

What  about  that  trip  to  London? 

You  promised! 

Even  if  I remembered  where  I put  you. 

I’m  too  tall  to  reach  it  now. 


In  Medias  Res 


4c 


Travis  B. 


Mike  Siqler 


A cold,  damp  hallway  with  red-stained  architecture 
Anger  fests  in  this  young  whorehouse 
Lost,  clueless  body  dragging  itself  at  me 
As  I am  leaning  deeply,  scraping  in  the  walls 
An  unknowing  destination 
My  boot  steel  releases 
Sitting  so  silently 
My  wet  fingers  to  my  brain 
As  I fade  away 


And  when  I wake  up 
To  the  appreciation  much  deserved 
Gliding  so  sweetly 
Wall  of  no  remorse 
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Web  and  Flow 


William  Berkhout 


Perching  upon  its  silk  spun  home 
A spider’s  life  is  spent  alone 
‘Cept  when  a careless  insect  flies 
Into  its  den  before  it  dies 
Careful  and  quick  it  starts  to  steal 
The  life  within  its  wayward  meal 
Then  mends  the  sight  on  which  it  dines 
With  sticky  strings  of  hidden  lines 
Full  from  the  feast  it  waits  again 
With  patient  death  it’s  only  friend. 
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True  Naming 


Barbara  Armbruster 


Mv  real  name  was  whispered 

in  mv  ear  while  I slept 

not  meant  to  be  spoken  in  dat^light. 

Yesterday  mv  name  was  Robert’s  child 
baptized  with  water 
and  a hope  that  died. 

Today  mv  name  is  She 
She  who  watches 
She  who  sits  in  silence. 

Tomorrow  my  name  will  be 

540-32-4625 

unless  someone  named  grandchild 
searches  letters  and  diaries 
and  a dumpster  full  of  books. 

Secred}"  I know  my  name: 

Beautiful  Sad  Child 
Beauty  was  my  birthright 
Sadness  I worked  hard  to  achieve. 

Once  my  name  was 
Glacier  Blue 

Star  on  Fire 

Woman  Eye  to  Eye  with  a Tiger 
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Memories  Painted  Dorian  Gray 


Amanda  Rogers 


I went  for  a run  today,  but  decided,  about  a mile  into  it,  to  walk  instead.  I walked 
back  toward  where  I used  to  live,  where  the  spring  calls  memories  that  echo  like 
ghosts. 

I walked  passed  the  houses  with  perfect  lawns  and  tress  sprouting  pink  and  white, 
like  a fairytale  in  scented  3D.  I walk  past  those  houses  that  aren’t  really  houses,  to 
where  grass  grows  between  the  cracks  in  the  asphalt  and  cars  run  on  roars  and  hic- 
cups. I pass  a streetlight  with  a thousand  memories,  the  spotlight  for  a hundred  acts. 
Act  4,  Scene  3,  Six  kids  enter  stage  right,  laughing  under  the  snow.  Young  girl  opens 
mouth  under  light  to  catch  snowflake  as  boy  slides  across  the  ice  on  the  road. 

This  place  is  haunted. 

It’s  smaller,  even  though  I was  bigger  then  and  the  perimeters  are  the  same.  AU 
the  blinds  are  open,  and  I see  someone  watching  TV  in  my  old  house.  I remember 
when  that  kid  set  our  mat  on  fire.  I remember  when  Alicia  went  home  for  Christmas 
and  I went  to  bed  early  on  New  Years. 

“God,”  I think,  “I  wasn’t  even  raised  here.”  I distantly  consider  driving  to  our  old 
house  in  Indiana.  I think  about  what  ghosts  might  crawl  from  beneath  the  floor- 
boards, what  memories  might  seep  from  the  sidewalks. 

And  then  I’m  looking  at  the  pond  where  we  went  and  I cried  so  hard  in  the  snow, 
under  her  arms.  And  she  asked  what  they  had  done  to  me. 

I wish  I could  go  back  and  replace  the  silence. 

I wish  I could  have  said,  “Nothing.  They  did  nothing.”  But,  instead,  I wasted  two 
years  trying  to  answer  the  question. 

Instead,  those  streets  are  haunted  with  half  memories  and  whole  regrets. 

I walk  home,  away  from  the  old  smells  and  the  old  history.  I think  how  old  I must 
be,  to  remember  such  a distant  time  where  people  dressed  and  talked  differently. 
How  old  I must  be  to  have  lived  through  the  changing  of  the  trees  and  colors. 

And  I wonder  what  I’ve  exchanged  it  all  for — -all  the  numb  cynicism  and  hazy 
intuition.  What  is  it  I’ve  gained?  A handful  of  bad  eighties  songs  and  a patient  sort 
of  faith? 

And  then  I consider  all  the  faces  I can’t  remember. 

And  think. 

Maybe  it’s  not  such  a bad  trade. 
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Little  Black  Dress 


Alexis  Simmons 


She’s  a slut  in  her  little  black  dress, 

Without  knowing  her  you  think  she’s  a mess, 

Just  a damsel  in  distress. 

Pink’s  her  favorite  color. 

But  of  course  she’s  got  others! 

She’s  a poet,  a dancer,  an  inspiration. 

To  her  little  sister. 

To  her  litde  brother. 

Sometimes  she’s  sad,  mavbe  even  mad. 

She  has  feelings  just  like  you. 

But  you  don’t  care  in  the  hallways  you  just  stare. 

And  make  up  anything  about  her  to  give  her  a bad  name. 
Orange  is  her  favorite  color. 

But  of  course  she’s  got  others! 

She’s  a lover,  a mentor  a friend. 

Caring,  her  heart  has  no  end. 

I just  need  to  speak  out, 

Tm  not  who  you  think  I am. 

Sleeping  around  is  not  what  I’m  about. 

Yes,  indeed  this  little  black  dress  is  mine. 

I’m  holding  my  head  up  high 
And  I wear  it  with  pride! 
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Loch  Ness  (Ian’s  Day) 


Tricia  Cimera 


In  the  morning 
Ian’s  wife  asks  him 
To  buy  the  baby  milk. 

Oh,  aye,  he  says 
And  pinches  hard 
His  baby’s  soft  flesh. 

In  the  afternoon 

Ian’s  mistress  asks  him 

If  he  truly  loves  her,  only  her. 

Oh,  aye,  he  says 

And  twists  hard 

Her  blue-veined  breast. 

In  the  evening 
Ian’s  best  friend  asks  him 
Will  he  pay  the  money  back. 
Oh,  aye,  he  says 
And  suddenly,  fiercely 
Ian  stabs  the  man  dead. 

On  the  banks  of  the  hoch  Ness 
That  flows  so  black  and  wide 
Ian  stabs  his  best  friend  dead 
Ohjes,  indeed  he  does 
And  then  he  walks  awaj. 

Below  the  loch  water. 

The  creature  watched. 

He  shrank  away 
And  thought  with  fear. 

There  stiU  be  monsters 
Up  above 

Oh)  aye. 

There  still  be  monsters  up  above. 
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Banjo  CD 


Natalia  Nicholson 


black  and  white  photography 
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Sundays  Are  Extra  Ordinary 


Michael  Minoque 


I stick  my  head  out  of  the  window 

like  a dog,  smelling  the  exciting  world  outside. 

Arousing  my  senses,  feeling  for  its  own  sake,  the  wind 
washes  my  face  like  a splash  of  cold  water. 

The  energy  outside  excited  me.  Millions  of  people 
living,  operating,  in  a strangely  familiar  cycle  that  is 
only  completely  understood  on  a quiet  Sunday  evening. 

There  is  a sixth  sense  of  satisfaction  that  can  only  be  reached  on 
this  day  of  the  week. 

I gaze  over  the  horizon  by  the  shine  of  the 
moon  and  orange  glare  of  my  street  light. 

It  all  rushes  in,  blends  perfectly  in  solitude. 

The  flicker  of  Hghts  on  the  highway 

and  in  far  off  apartment  buildings  that  shine  from 

the  cip",  remind  me  that  I’m  not  alone. 

This  feeling  is  aU  encompassing 

and  yet  void  of  thought  aU  at  the  same  time. 

I make  my  rounds. 

Shut  the  lights. 

Lock  the  doors. 

Retire  the  day’s  duties  and  tasks. 

Until  the  sun  rises  on  another  day. 
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Open  a Window 


Michael  Collofello 


The  secretary’s  desk  intercom  sprang  to  life,  “You  can  send  in  Miss  Brown, 
Anna.” 

“Assistant  Principal  Oswald  will  see  you,  now,  Jennifer.” 

“Oh,  um,  thank  you.  Miss  Nannina.” 

Jennifer  walked  into  the  Assistant  Principal’s  office.  “Hello,  Jennifer.  Please,  have 
a seat.” 

“Um,  thank  you,  Mr.  Oswald,”  she  said,  sitting  in  a chair  across  his  desk. 

“Well,  I guess  you  had  some  excitement  in  class  today,  huh?” 

“Yes,  sir,  but  I hope  Mr.  Daniels  is  O.K.,  I don’t  want  to  say  anything  that  will  get 
him  into  trouble.” 

“Mr.  Daniels  is  just  fine.  We  just  need  to  sort  out  what  happened.” 

“Did  Mr.  Daniels  get  arrested?  That’s  what  Jacob  Trumble  was  saying  out  in  Aliss 
Nannina’s  office.  He  said  that  they  had  to  arrest  Mr.  Daniels  because  he  is  a threat 
to  the  students.” 

“Mr.  Daniels  did  not  get  arrested.  He’s  in  with  Principal  Booth  right  now  giving 
his  story  of  what  happened.  I’m  sure  everything  is  going  to  be  just  fine.  Now,  why 
don’t  you  tell  me  what  happened?” 

“Um,  O.K.  But  I just  want  to  say  that  I think  Mr.  Daniels  was  just  having  a bad 
day.  He’s  a very  good  teacher  and  I’d  hate  for  anything  bad  to  happen  to  him.” 

“I  agree,  he  is  a wonderful  teacher  and  also  a very  nice  man.  I’m  sure  everything 
is  going  to  turn  out  just  fine.  Now,  let’s  talk  about  today.” 

“Um,  well,  O.K.  Well,  you  know  how  it’s  really  hot  today?  I mean,  it’s  like,  espe- 
cially hot  for  March,  right?  And  I don’t  know  if  you  realize  this,  but  it’s  even  hotter 
in  the  classroom.” 

“Mmm-hm,  it  certainly  is  an  unusually  warm  spring  day.  Go  on.” 

“Um,  yeah,  so,  an)way,  there  was  a quiz  scheduled  for  today,  it  was  a 10  question 
quiz  on  the  Civil  War,  and  Jacob  Trumble  asked  if  we  could  skip  it  because  it  was  so 
hot  and  everything.  He  was  very  rude  about  it  too,  he  didn’t  even  raise  his  hand,  he 
just  blurted  it  out.  But  Mr.  Daniels  informed  him  that  despite  the  heat,  we  would  not 
be  skipping  the  quiz.  He  said  that  he  could  open  the  windows  and  that  if  we  all  sat 
still  it  would  not  be  so  hot.  Then  Jacob  said  something  to  some  of  his  friends  in  the 
back,  it  sounded  like  a cuss  word,  I don’t  really  know,  but  Mr.  Daniels  told  him  to 
come  sit  up  in  the  front  row  and  he  wound  up  sitting  right  next  to  me.  Usually,  peo- 
ple don’t  sit  in  the  front  unless  they  have  to,  but  I always  sit  up  there  because  then  I 
can  hear  the  teacher  more  clearly  and  I can  participate  in  class  more  easily.  I actual- 
ly sit  right  next  to  Mr.  Daniels’  desk.  Jacob  Trumble  always  sits  in  back,  and  I doubt 
he  even  studied  for  the  Civil  War  quiz.” 

“That’s  fine,  Jennifer,  but  let’s  try  to  focus  on  the  incident  with  the  window  for 
now.” 

“Oh,  right.  Well,  Mr.  Daniels  handed  out  the  quizzes  and,  like  he  said,  he  started 
to  open  the  windows  but  when  he  got  to  the  window  that  was  near  my  seat,  he 
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couldn’t  open  it,  it  must  have  been  jammed  or  something.  I had  already  started 
on  my  quiz,  but  I noticed  him  struggle  a little  with  the  window  and  then  he  seemed 
to  give  up  and  he  went  and  sat  down  at  his  desk.  I didn’t  like  having  Jacob  next  to 
me  because  he  kept  looking  at  me,  which  was  very  distracting,  and  I think  he  was 
trying  to  cheat  on  the  quiz.  I was  going  to  say  something  to  Mr.  Daniels  but  as  I 
looked  over  to  him,  he  was  getting  up  and  going  back  to  the  jammed  window.  He, 
um. . .he  tried  the  window  again,  but  it  just  wouldn’t  budge  and  I was  trying  to  focus 
on  my  quiz  but  he  was  right  next  to  me  and  um...he  was  saying  something  to  him- 
self, but  I don’t  know  what  he  said,  he  was  just,  um,  mumbling.  He  was  also,  uh,  per- 
spiring a bit,  but  it  was  very  hot  and  he  was  struggling  with  that  window,  after  all. 
Jacob  said  something  rude  like  what  stinks?’  or  something  like  that  and  Mr.  Daniels 
turned  and  looked  at  us  and  I guess  I must  have  been  staring  because  he  apologized 
and  told  me  to  get  back  to  my  quiz  and  then  he  sat  down  at  his  desk.  About  five 
minutes  later,  he  tried  the  window  one  more  time  and  that’s  when  everything  went 
crazy.” 

“Now,  Jennifer,  for  this  next  part,  it’s  important  that  you  tell  me  precisely  what 
you  saw  happen,  O.K.?” 

“Um,  O.K.,  but  there’s  really  not  much  to  tell.  Mr.  Daniels  took  the  chair  form 
the  seat  behind  me  (no  one  was  sitting  there)  and  brought  it  over  to  the  window 
where  he  stood  on  it.  I think  he  must  have  been  looking  for  a lock  or  something  on 
top  of  the  window.  I don’t  know  if  he  found  anything  but  he  got  down  from  the 
chair  and  tried  to  force  the  window  open  again.  He  was  really  struggling  and  grunt- 
ing and  he  was  also,  um,  perspiring  quite  a bit.  Then  he,  uh...  he  said  a cuss  word 
and. . .” 

“What  did  he  say?” 

“He  said  the  T word.’  Do  you  know  what  I mean?  I’d  rather  not  say  it,  if  that’s 
O.K.” 

“The  ‘F”  word  is  fine.” 

“Um,  so  then  Mr.  Daniels  said,  uh,  ‘effing  window’  and  then  he  picked  up  the 
chair  that  he  had  puUed  over  there  and  smashed  it  into  the  window  and  I guess  I got 
starded  because  that’s  when  I screamed.  After  I screamed,  I just  sat  in  my  chair  look- 
ing at  Mr.  Daniels  who  was  holding  the  chair  and  looking  out  the  broken  window. 
Jacob  Trumble  got  in  front  of  me  and  he  looked  like  he  was  going  to  try  and  fight 
with  Mr.  Daniels  or  something.  When  Mr.  Daniels  turned  around,  he  looked  like  he 
forgot  we  were  all  there  and  gave  a very  confused  glare  toward  Jacob,  who  had  his 
fists  clenched.  Before  anything  else  happened,  though,  Mr.  Mann  and  you  and 
Principal  Booth  all  came  in.” 

“Hmm,  I see.  AH  right,  Jennifer,  I have  one  more  question  for  you  and  I want  you 
to  be  completely  honest,  O.K.?” 

“Of  course.” 

“Did  you  at  any  time  feel  threatened  by  or  in  any  kind  of  danger  of  Mr.  Daniels?” 

“Oh,  no  sir.  Assistant  Principal  Oswald,  I only  screamed  because  I was  startled. 
Like  I said,  I just  think  Mr.  Daniels  was  having  a bad  day  and  it  was  very  hot  in  that 
room.  I know  he  would  never  hurt  me,  sir.” 

“Thank  you,  Jennifer.  You  can  go  back  to  class,  now.  Mr.  Mann  will  be  handling 
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class  for  the  remainder  of  the  day.” 

“Um,  thank  you,  sir.  And  again,  I really  hope  Mr.  Daniels  isn’t  in  trouble.” 

“I’m  sure  everything  will  be  fine,  Jennifer.” 

“Anna,  please  send  in  Mr.  Trumble.” 

“Jacob,  Assistant  Principal  Oswald  will  see  you  now.” 

Jacob  Trumble  was  watching  Jennifer  Brown  leave  the  secretary’s  office  (he  was 
certain  she  glanced  back  at  him  just  before  she  went  through  the  door)  and  he  did 
not  hear  jMiss  Nannia  the  first  time. 

“Mr.  Trumble,”  she  said  more  forcefully.  “Assistant  Principal  Oswald  will  see  you 
now.” 

“Huh?  Oh,  right.”  Jacob  got  up  and  went  into  the  Assistant  Principal’s  office. 

“HeUo  Jacob.  Please  have  a seat.” 

He  sat  down  almost  too  comfortably.  “You  can  call  me  Jake.” 

“Hmm,  O.K.  Jake,”  he  said,  “you  obviously  know  that  we’re  here  to  discuss  the 
incident  in  the  classroom  today.  I’ve  already  spoken  to  Jennifer  Brown  and  got  her 
account  of  the  days  events  concerning  Mr.  Daniels.” 

“Yeah,  Jennifer  Brown-nose  was  out  there  aU  worried  about  Daniels.  I’m  sure  she 
probably  told  you  he  was  just  having  a bad  day  or  something.  I swear,  she’s  totally  in 
love  with  the  guy.  You  know  he’s  a drunk,  right?  Hey,  did  you  guys  have  him  arrest- 
ed?” 

Assistant  Principal  Oswald  removed  his  glasses,  closed  his  eyes  and  squee2ed  the 
thin  area  above  his  nose,  “Look,  Jake,  I’m  going  to  have  to  insist  that  you  keep  your 
opinions  and  comments  to  yourself  Mr.  Daniels  did  not  get  arrested,”  he  replaced 
his  glasses  and  looked  at  Jacob  Trumble,  “he’s  in  talking  to  Principal  Booth  right 
now.  I’d  really  appreciate  your  cooperation  so  that  we  can  determine  what  happened 
in  the  classroom  today.  I just  want  to  hear  your  account  of  what  occurred,  O.K.?” 

“Yeah,  yeah,  that’s  cool.  I didn’t  mean  to  upset  you  or  anything.  It  was  just  crazy, 
what  happened  today,  that’s  all.  Daniels  totally  lost  his  mind.  It  was  freaky  but  I guess 
it  was  also  pretty  cool,  ya  know?” 

“That’s  fine.  Just  tell  me  what  happened  and  please  refer  to  your  teacher  as  Mister 
Darnels,  O.K.?” 

“Huh?  Oh,  yeah,  sorry  about  that,”  he  responded,  “so,  where  do  you  want  me  to 
start?” 

“Why  don’t  you  start  from  when  you  got  into  class.” 

“Um,  yeah,  all  right. . .well,  first  of  all  it’s  hot  as  hell  in  that  room.” 

“Jacob,  please  watch  your  language.” 

“Oh,  um,  sorry,  but  I mean  it.  I really  think  that  that  classroom  must  be  as  hot  as 
it  is  in  Hell.  Seriously.” 

“Fine.  I understand  that  it  was  very  warm  in  the  classroom.” 

“No.  Not  ‘warm,’  hot.” 

“Understood.  Continue  please.” 

“Well,  because  it  was  so  hot,  I asked  Daniels...!  mean  Mr.  Daniels,  if  we  could 
skip  the  quiz.  It’s  not  that  I was  trying  to  get  out  of  taking  a quiz,  but  you  know  how 
hard  it  is  to  think  when  it’s  really  hot?  Anways,  I guess  I said  something  to  upset 
him  because  he  make  me  sit  up  front  by  Jennifer  Brown-nose.” 
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“Please  refer  to  Miss  Brown  as  ‘Jennifer.’  I’ve  already  asked  you  to  keep  your 
comments  to  your  self” 

“Oh,  yeah,  sorry,  it’s  just. . .everybody  calls  her  Jennifer  Brown-nose,  that’s  all. 
Anyways,  so  I’m  up  there  in  the  front  row,  right  next  to  Jennifer  and  in  front  of  Mr. 
Daniels’  desk  and  I’m  trying  to  take  the  quiz  but  it’s  real  hard  because  it’s  so  freak- 
in’ hot  and  I’m  also  distracted  by  um,  Mr.  Daniels  trying  to  open  the  window.  Not 
only  is  he  struggling  trying  to  get  it  open,  he  also  starts  sweating  like  crazy  and  that’s 
why  I know  he’s  a drunk  because  he  smells  like...ya  know,  like  alcohol  or  some- 
thing.” 

“Jake,  different  people  have  different  body  odors.  Perhaps  Mr.  Daniels  has  a 
unique  scent  that  you  confused  for  alcohol.” 

“No,”  Jake  said  without  humor,  “I  know  this  smell.  It’s  the  smeU  of  a drunk.” 

Assistant  Principle  Oswald  softened  his  voice,  “O.K.,  Jake,  let’s  move  on.  What 
else  happened?” 

‘Weah,  so,  he  tries  to  open  the  window  a couple  of  times  and  I don’t  think  any- 
one was  working  on  the  quiz  because  we  were  all  watching  him.  At  one  point  he 
even  cussed,  he  said  ‘goddamn  window’.  He  said  it  pretty  quietly  but  not  quiet 
enough,  ya  know.  So,  like  the  third  or  fourth  time  he’s  trying  to  open  the  window,  he 
drags  a chair  over  there  and  checks  if  it’s  locked.  Then  he  tried  to  open  it  one  more 
time  and  after  that  he  totally  lost  it  and  smashed  the  chair  through  the  window.” 

“O.K.,  slow  down.  Explain  exactly  what  happened  at  that  point.” 

“All  right,  um,  after  he  climbed  down  from  the  chair,  he  tried  to  force  it  open 
again.  I thought  he  unlocked  it  or  something  but  apparently  he  didn’t.  He  was 
breathing  heav}^  and  sweating  like  a pig  and  staring  at  the  window.  Then  he  picked 
up  the  chair  and  yelled  ‘fucking  window!’  and  smashed  it  open.  That’s  it.” 

“How  did  the  other  students  react?  I understand  Jennifer  Brown  screamed, 
right?” 

“Yeah,  she  let  out  a scream  and  a lot  of  the  kids  headed  toward  the  door.” 

“What  did  you  do,  Jake?  Jennifer  says  you  got  between  her  and  Mr.  Daniels?” 

“Yeah.  I guess  I did.” 

“Why,  Jake?  Jennifer  said  that  you  looked  like  you  were  prepared  to  fight  with  Mr. 
Daniels.  Did  you  feel  threatened  or  in  any  kind  of  danger?” 

“No.  I mean,  not  really... I wasn’t  afraid  or  anything.” 

“So  why  were  you  prepared  to  fight?  You  realize  that  if  you  would’ve  struck  Mr. 
Daniels,  you  would  be  in  very  serious  trouble  right  now.” 

‘YTah,  I know,  it’s  just... like  I said,  I could  tell  he  was  a drunk  and  I guess  I 
thought  he  might  try  to  hit  Jennifer  or  something.  So,  I figured  if  he  was  gonna  do 
that,  then  he  could  just  hit  me  instead,  or  try  to  at  least.  But  when  he  turned  around 
and  looked  at  me,  I realized  that  he  wasn’t  gonna  hurt  anybody,  so. . . no  big  deal,  ya 
know?” 

“Jake,  why  did  you  think  Mr.  Daniels  might  hit  Jennifer?” 

“Because,”  Jake  was  looking  down  now,  hiding  the  tears  in  his  eyes  from  the 
Assistant  Principal,  “sometimes  drunks  hit  people,  ya  know?” 

For  a moment.  Assistant  Principal  Oswald  said  nothing,  then,  “Thank  you,  Jake, 
you’ve  been  very  helpful,  and  I think  what  you  did  today  was  very  brave.” 
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think  Daniels  is  a bad  guy,  he’s  just  got  a drinking  problem,  that’s  all.” 

“I  appreciate  your  perspective,  Jake.  Do  you  need  some  time  to  collect  yourself?” 

“No,  I’m  cool.” 

“O.K.  then,  why  don’t  you  head  on  back  to  class,  Mr.  Mann  wiU  be  finishing  off 
the  day.” 

“For  real,”  Jake  stood  up,  “sweet,  Guy  is  so  cool.  Well,  take  it  easy.”  He  turned 
and  walked  toward  the  door..” 

Assistant  Principle  Oswald  picked  up  his  phone  and  pressed  a button  on  the 
phone’s  keypad  which  caused  a light  to  flash  on  Principle  Booth’s  phone.  Principle 
Booth  picked  up  the  Hne,  “Hey,  Harvey,  how’s  it  going?” 

“Hey,  John,  I just  finished  with  the  two  students.  Seems  there  was  quite  a scene 
in  there  and  believe  it  or  not,  it  could  have  been  a lot  worse  than  it  was.  All  in  all, 
though,  it  looks  like  everything  should  be  O.K.” 

“I’m  glad  to  hear  that  it  went  well,  but  I’m  not  ready  to  be  too  optimistic  just  yet. 
We  stiU  have  some  headaches  to  face.” 

“Yeah,  I know.  Actually,  I’ve  got  another  issue  to  discuss  with  you  unrelated  to 
this  mess  with  Jack.  It  has  to  do  with  Jacob  Trumble.” 

“Great.  What  has  Mr.  Trumble  done  this  time?” 

“No,  nothing  like  that.  This  is  something  with  his  home  life.  I think  we  might 
have  a domestic  violence  issue  here.” 

“Jesus.  Yeah,  all  right.  I’m  just  finishing  with  Jack,  I’U  call  you  when  I’m  through 
and  we’U  try  to  get  this  all  sorted  out.” 

“It’s  gonna  be  a long  night,  John.” 

‘Weah,  yeah,  I’U  talk  to  you  soon.” 

Principle  Booth  hung  up  the  phone.  “That  was  Harvey.  He  just  finished  inter- 
viewing the  students.” 

“What’d  he  say?  What’s  up  with  Jake  Trumble?  I don’t  know  what  that  kid  claims 
I did,  but  he’s  lying.  You  know  he  is  a problem  student.” 

“Relax,  Jack,  the  situation  with  Jacob  Trumble  has  nothing  to  do  with  your. . . sit- 
uation.” 

“Are  you  sure?  After  I,  uh...  broke  the  window,  I turned  around  and  I thought 
the  boy  was  going  to  attack  me.  I wouldn’t  put  it  past  him  to  make  something  up 
about  me.” 

“No,  from  what  Harvey  said,  the  students’  account  of  what  happened  seems  to 
look  good  for  you.  The  Trumble  issue  is  something  unrelated.” 

“Sure,  sure,  all  right.  So  what  happens  now,  John?” 

Principle  Booth  sat  back  in  his  chair  and  stared  across  at  Jack,  “What  is  going  to 
happen  now,  Jack,  is  that  you  are  going  to  take  a little  time  off  Today  is  Friday,  which 
works  out  nicely  because  you  are  going  to  take  the  next  two  weeks  off,  which  wiU 
back  up  to  spring  break,  giving  you  a total  of  three  weeks  to  get  yourself  in  order, 
your  two  weeks  wiU  be  a suspension,  without  pay,  but  you  wiU  receive  your  holiday 
pay  for  the  break...” 

“Jesus  Christ,  John,  I can’t  go  two  weeks  with  you  pay.  Can’t  we  work  something 
out?” 
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“Work  something  out?!”  He  sat  up  straight,  almost  rising  out  of  his  chair,  “You’re 
lucky  you  still  have  a job.  Jack,  and  I’m  not  even  sure  you  will  when  aU  is  said  and 
done.  As  it  is;  I have  to  write  a letter  to  the  school  board  explaining  that  you’ve  been 
under  a great  deal  of  stress  in  your  personal  life,  which  I don’t  even  know  if  that’s 
true  or  not;  either  I or  Assistant  Principle  Oswald  wiU  have  to  meet  with  any  parents 
who  want  an  explanation,  most  certainly  Jennifer  Brown’s  parents  wiU;  and  on  top 
of  aU  that,  because  of  this  incident,  Lincoln-Kennedy  High’s  five-year  accident-free 
run  has  come  to  an  end!”  Principle  Booth  took  a deep  breath,  held  it,  and  exhaled 
heavily,  “That  is  what  we’ve  ‘worked  out’.  Jack.  You  get  to  take  three  weeks  to  get 
your  shit  together,  got  it?” 

Jack’s  eyebrows  slanted  inward  toward  his  nose.  His  shoulders  sagged  and  he 
stared  at  the  paperweight  of  a scorpion  encased  in  clear  plastic  on  Principle  Booth’s 
desk.  He  looked  up  to  find  the  principle  staring  angrily  at  him.  “Yeah,  O.K.,  John,  I 
get  it.  I’m  sorry,  man;  it’s  been  a heUuva  day.  I just. . .1  need  a. . .1  need  a vacation  or 
something.” 

Principle  Booth  sat  back  in  his  chair  and  let  his  eyes  relax  a little,  “You  weren't 
going  to  say  ‘vacation’  just  now;  what  you  meant  to  say  was  that  you  need  a drink. 
What  you  actually  need,  though,  is  help.  Jack.  You  have  a problem  that  you  need  to 
acknowledge.”  He  softened  his  tone,  “Look,  I’m  saying  this  as  a friend.  You’re  a 
good  man  and  a great  teacher.  I’m  pretty  sure  I’ve  saved  your  ass  this  time,  but  there 
won’t  be  any  second  chance.  You  need  to  get  help  and  there  are  programs  I can  get 
you  into  through  the  school  but  I can’t  force  you  into  it,  you  have  to  come  to  me.  ” 

“John,  I’m  fine,  I appreciate  you  concern.”  He  rubbed  his  eyes  with  the  palms  of 
his  hands,  “It’s  just. . .like  you  said. . .I’ve  been  dealing  with  a lot  of  stress  in  my  per- 
sonal hfe,  that’s  all.  Ya  know,  I think  this  time  off  will  probably  be  good  for  me.  I 
just  need  a break,  that’s  aU” 

Principle  Booth  looked  toward  Jack  and  shook  his  head  very  slightly.  He  looked 
down  at  his  finger  tapping  on  his  desk.  He  looked  up  at  Jack  again  and  raised  his 
right  fist  up  to  his  mouth,  tapping  his  lower  teeth  with  an  extended  knuckle. 

Jack  broke  the  silence,  “John,  I’m  fine.  Seriously,  man.  Look,  I'll  consider  what 
you’ve  said  while  I’m  off  and  if  I feel  I’m  having  a problem.  I’ll  do  something  about 
it,  O.K.?  But,  truthfully.  I’ve  got  it  under  control.”  His  eyes  darted  toward  the  scor- 
pion, “Anyways,  let’s  change  the  subject,  who  wiU  you  get  to  cover  me?  Do  you  have 
any  subs  Uned  up?” 

Principal  Booth  took  a deep  breath  through  his  nose  and  then  let  it  out  slowly, 
“WeU,  for  now,  it  looks  Uke  Mr.  Mann  wiU  cover  your  class.  I’m  trying  to  find  a com- 
petent sub,  but  it’s  difficult  this  time  of  year.” 

“Guy?!  The  gym  teacher?  You’ve  gotta  be  kidding  me.  He’s  a muscle-headed 
moron.  His  biceps  are  bigger  than  his  brain.  Isn’t  there  anyone  else?” 

“No  there  isn’t.  To  be  honest.  I’d  rather  use  someone  else  but  Guy  will  have  to 
do... at  least  for  now.”  He  looked  down  at  a paper  on  his  desk.  “Besides,  I’m  sure 
with  your  class  notes,  he’U  be  do  just  fine... and  the  students  seem  to  Uke  him.” 

“WeU,  that’s  just  wonderful.  I’U  have  to  repair  whatever  damage  he’U  do  when  I 
get  back.” 
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Principle  Booth  stood  up  and  turned  to  walk  around  his  desk.  “Don’t  blame  Guy 
for  any  ‘damage’  that  you’ll  have  to  repair.  This  whole  mess  is  because  of  you.” 

Jack  stood  up.  “Um,  yeah,  right,  I know.  I just  meant  as  far  as  re-teaching  the  stu- 
dents and. . .nevermind.” 

Jack  grabbed  his  coat  and  picked  up  his  briefcase.  Both  men  walked  toward  the 
door.  Jack  stood  in  the  doorway  and  Principle  Booth  extended  his  hand,  “Jack,  I’m 
going  out  on  a limb  for  you  this  time.  Please  don’t  make  me  regret  that  decision.  Like 
I said,  there  won’t  be  a second  chance.” 

Jack  shook  the  principle’s  hand,  “I  know  John,  and  thank  you.Jack  shook  the 
principle’s  hand,  “I  know  John,  and  thank  you.  And  I promise,  you  won’t  regret  it.” 

“Take  care  of  yourself.  Jack” 

The  painted  sign  on  the  large  picture  window  read  Ford’s  Tavern.  A little  beU  above 
the  door  jingled  as  Jack  walked  through.  Inside  was  a single  bar  going  straight  back 
with  around  fifteen  barstools  kned  up  before  it.  On  the  opposite  wall  there  was  a 
jukebox  near  the  entrance  followed  by  three  small  tables  with  two  chairs  at  each 
table.  A fan  was  whirring  behind  the  bar.  The  place  was  empty  except  for  the  bar- 
tender. 

“Hey  ya.  Ruby.” 

A large  man  behind  the  bar  looked  toward  Jack  as  he  walked  in.  “Hey  Jackie-boy, 
how's  it  goin’?”  He  smiled  at  Jack.  “Hey,  it’s  only  tv^o  o’clock,  what’s  the  deal?” 

Jack  made  his  way  toward  the  end  of  the  bar.  “Oh,  don’t  ask.  Let’s  just  say  I’m 
taking  a little  vacation  and  I get  to  start  it  early.” 

“Vacation,  huh?  Goin’  an}xvhere  special?” 

“I’m  there  my  friend.  I’m  there.”  Jack  sat  down  at  the  last  seat  at  the  far  end  of 
the  bar.  He  was  near  the  back  entrance,  which  stood  open,  allowing  what  little  breeze 
there  was  in  from  outside.  On  both  sides  of  the  back  door  were  two  home  style  win- 
dows. There  were  windows  like  these  in  his  kitchen  when  Jack  was  a child.  Looking 
back  toward  the  windows  now  caused  Jack  to  think  of  his  childhood,  sitting  at  the 
kitchen  counter  while  his  mother  would  make  him  a sandwich.  On  summer  days,  she 
would  open  the  windows  and  let  the  fresh  air  flow  in.  He  remembered  the  way  his 
mother  smelled,  a mixture  of  coffee,  gardening  soil,  and  the  fake-flowery  smeU  of 
household  cleaning  products.  The  windows  here  were  both  closed.  Jack  turned  his 
back  on  them  and  faced  the  bar  again. 

“So  what’s  up,  bud?  You  plannin’  to  start  drinkin’  this  early?” 

“Hmm?  Oh,  yeah... yes,  that  is  indeed  the  plan,  my  friend.  Set  me  up  with  a fuU 
round.  I want  a scotch  on  the  rocks,  a shot  of  your  worst  whiskey,  and  a taU  Miller 
Lite.” 

“Ah,  a man  who  knows  what  he  wants.  Anything  else?” 

Jack  tossed  a few  peanuts  into  his  mouth  from  the  dish  at  the  bar.  ‘Veah,  you  got 
any  pizzas?  I haven’t  eaten  anything  all  day.” 

Ruby  set  the  glass  of  scotch,  the  bottle  of  beer  and  an  empty  shot  glass  in  front 
of  Jack.  He  poured  into  the  shot  glass  from  a botde  that  read  Tlack  Death  and  had  a 
picture  of  a skuU  wearing  a top  hat  on  it,  “I  don’t  have  anything  made,  it’s  too  early. 
But  if  you  want,  I can  throw  one  in  for  ya,  it’ll  only  take  about  ten  minutes.” 


64 


The  Prairie  Light  Review-Fall  2008 


Jack  took  a drink  from  the  glass  of  scotch  while  Ruby  said  this.  He  set  the  glass 
down,  “that’d  be  great,  TU  take  the  whole  thing.  Hell,  it  could  be  my  breakfast,  lunch 
and  dinner.”  He  chuckled  at  his  own  joke  and  took  a long  drink  form  the  botde  of 
beer.  “Oh,  man,  does  that  taste  good!” 

Ruby  smiled,  but  not  with  his  eyes,  “I’ll  get  right  on  that,  Jackie-boy.”  He  wiped 
the  bar  with  his  rag  and  replaced  the  botde  of  Black  Death.  He  turned  and  walked 
toward  an  open  doorway. 

“Holy  Christ  is  it  hot  today.  You  should  turn  on  the  air.  Rube,  I don’t  know  how 
you  can  stand  this  heat.”  Ruby  stopped  in  the  doorway  and  turned  toward  Jack,  “aw, 
the  heat  don’t  bother  me,  and  you  know  this  is  just  temporary.  I ain’t  gonna  turn  the 
air  on  just  for  a little  heat  spell.  Besides,  it’ll  cool  down  by  tonight.” 

‘Y^eah,  I know.  I'm  just  saying.  ..it's  brutal  in  here,  that’s  all.” 

Ruby  looked  at  Jack.  “I’U  tell  ya  what,  if  ya  want,”  he  pointed  toward  the  rear 
entrance,  “go  ahead  and  open  a window.” 
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The  Wait 


William  Guest 


black  and  white  photography 
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The  Mitten  (Guilt) 


Tricia  Cimera 


When  I was  little, 

I lost  a mitten; 
blue  wool-lined, 
scratchy  as  steel-wool. 

My  mother  was  angry — 
why  was  I always  so  careless? 
We  searched  the  snow\"  streets 

j 

for  a long  time 

but  the  mitten  stayed  hidden. 

I’m  sorry,  mother. 
Today,  a hot  day, 
years  later, 
in  another  country, 
the  mitten  reappears 
on  a dust}"  road. 

I pick  it  up; 
blue  wool-lined. 

I see  it’s  mine — 
my  name  is  stitched  inside 
in  familiar  lettering. 

I look  up  at  the  sky. 

It  begins  to  snow. 

The  mitten  fits  my  hand 
perfecdy. 

It's  found  me. 

The  snow  blows  coldly. 
Mother^ 
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The  Telling  Heart 


Tricia  Cimera 


In  the  hospital, 
she  watches  her  heart 
now  visibly  pumping 
on  a screen,  in  a box 
called  an  echo 
cardiogram  machine. 

Strange  to  see. 

She  is  here  yet 
her  heart  is  there. 

Inside  but  outside. 

Hidden  and  exposed. 

Her  doctor  suddenly 
leans  forward, 
close  to  the  screen, 
listening  intently. 

When  she  asks  to  what, 
he  is  annoyed,  saying — 

If  you  let  me  listen, 

I can  hear, 
just  let  me  listen! — 
and  turns  back  to  her 
throbbing  heart, 
focusing  avidly,  ardently, 
and  the  heart, 
beats  faster,  louder, 
drowning  her  out. 

What  can  it  be  saying? 

Her  very  own  heart, 
she  should  know. 

Beating  inside  of  her 
and  no  one  else. 

Nothing  to  give  away, 
to  say  or  betray, 
her  own  private  heart. 

But  what  if 

there  is  a hole  and  it  leaks? 
She  watches  her  doctor’s  face 
and  knows. 
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Apparently  the  heart 
is  telling, 
telling  all, 
telling 

the  whole  story. 
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Transitions 


Linda  Shan 


Old  Wrinkled  faces  stare  off  into  space.  Some  fortunate  ones  with  minds  intact 
recall  the  beaut}"  of  their  youth.  Others  try  to  hold  thoughts,  that  quicksilver  and  the 
memories  stay  mute. 

They  have  stood  the  test  of  time  but  cannot  stand  erect.  They  are  set  aside  by 
loved  ones  who  are  as  confused  by  their  roles  as  they  are,  relegated  now  to  a time 
and  place  that  does  not  feel  their  presence.  Their  importance  diminishes  in  their  own 
eyes  as  they  witness  the  indifference  to  them  by  others. 

How  does  one  not  get  caught  in  this  insidious  web  of  old  age  and  dementia?  To 
go  ever  so  gently  into  the  night,  to  the  land  of  the  able,  with  digmp"  and  spirit,  filled 
with  heavenly  thoughts.  Not  grasping  a wheelchair,  too  weak  to  propel  it  forv^ard, 
glassy  eyes  from  meds  that  blur  their  already  confused  minds. 

Sadness  envelops  me  as  I approach  an  older,  withered  version  of  myself  She  is 
starting  off  in  the  distance,  quietly  tearing  a small  napkin  into  pieces,  something  she 
does  quite  often  now.  She  does  not  know  her  name  or  my  name,  but  that  doesn’t 
stop  me  from  bending  down  and  querying, 

"Who  am  I?  Mom,  who  am  I?" 

Her  watery  eyes  scan  my  face  and  she  weakly  smiles  and  says, 

"Someone  who  loves  me." 

My  eyes  well  up  and  I sigh,  deeply.  Reaching  out  to  touch  her  small,  pale  hand,  I 
feel  her  trving  to  connect.  The  hand  that  is  unable  to  hold  a spoon,  encircles  mine. 
Her  spirit  lives! 

I now  know  I must  make  this  painful  journey  often  to  see  her,  until  she  is  safely 
on  the  other  side.  It  is  for  her  comfort,  not  mine. 


70 


The  Prairie  Light  Review-Fall  2008 


Where  I Am,  Where  I Have  Been 


Casey  Erwin 


We  detach  from  the  comfort  of  the  cycle, 
disfigured  and  unsettled. 

Some  fake  their  breakthrough  but  end  in  transparency, 
while  others  shrink  into  darkness  like  dehydrated 
drops  of  water. 

Eventually,  there  is  no  alternative  but  to  push  forward, 
running  from  the  ticking  clock  that  haunts  us, 
timing  our  next  ungraceful  slip. 

No  choice  but  to  grasp  onto  the  edge  of  in-between. 

Sometimes  consciously  opening  our  fists  to  dip  into  the  comfort  of 
previous  times  for  one  last  show 
to  reattach. 

The  earth  spins  while  lives  are  spent 
trying  to  find  footing 
and  command  stability. 

It  recently  occurred  to  me  that  maybe 

forcing  balance  is  not  as  important  as  I have  convinced  my  self 
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Neon  Windows 


William  Vollrath 


Bright 
Electric 
Jell-O  panes 
Lime  green 
Shocking  orange 
Recurring  blue 
Window  shades 
Suddenly  pulled  ajar 
Scenic  vistas  for 
Hungry  eyes 
Magic  meditations 
Disrupted  by  a 
Blinking  I 
And 

Burned-out  Y 
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Hymn  Tune 


Barbara  Armbruster 


The  forced  march 
meter  of  the  hymns 
and  our  quavery 
voices  finding  comfort 
in  their  easy  rhymes 
must  amuse  You 
like  a mother 
accepting  a stick 
figure  drawing 
for  her  refrigerator  door. 

We  somehow  know  the  drawing’s 

flat  disc  sun, 

ringed  evenly 

with  yellow  crayon  rays, 

is  not  the  giant 

ball  of  living  flame 

too  dense,  too  hot 

too  far  away  to  contemplate. 

We  know  we  could  not  look 
upon  your  face  and  live. 

We  struggle  just  to  glance 
into  these  sober  early 
morning  singing  faces 
and  see  your  fire 
reflected  there. 
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Submission  Guidelines 


Please  submit  original  works  of  short  fiction,  nonfiction,  poetry,  photography 
and  2-D  and  3-D  artwork  of  any  media  from  students,  faculty,  staff  and  the  District 
502  community.  All  submissions  are  anonymously  reviewed  twice  a year  for  fall  and 
spring  issues.  Guidelines  for  the  presentation  of  your  work  and  letters  of  authentic- 
ity may  be  found  online  at  www.prairielightreview.com.  Questions?  Contact  the  edi- 
tors at  plre@cod.edu  or  630-942-2733. 


Join  the  PLR  Editorial  Team 


Work  collaboratively  with  classmates  in  English  2210  to  create  and  market  the 
next  issue  of  The  Prairie  l^ight  Pevkw^  College  of  DuPage’s  award-winning  literary 
magazine.  As  a member  of  the  editorial  team,  you  will  experience  many  different 
publication  techniques,  including  tracking  submissions,  content  selection,  layout 
decisions,  copyediting,  distribution,  office  management,  marketing,  fundraising,  and 
coordinating  special  events  like  open  mics. 

To  join  the  editiorial  team,  enroll  in  English  2210.  You  will  find  more  informa- 
tion about  the  course  at  www.prairielightreview.com.  This  course  meets  on  the  Glen 
Ellyn  Campus,  SRC  1558,  on  Wednesdays  from  12:00  p.m.  to  1:50  p.m.  each  term. 
Please  contact  Advisor  Liz  Whiteacre  with  questions  at  whiteacr@cod.edu  or  630- 
942-2311. 


The  2009  Prairie  Poetry  Award 


C.O.D.  students  and  District  502  community  members  are  invited  to  submit  up 
to  3 unpublished,  original  poems  to  this  contest.  Four  contest  winners  will  have  one 
of  their  poems  published  in  the  spring  2009  issue  of  Phe  Prairie  Light  Levieip  and  a 
group  workshop  of  three  poems  of  their  choice  with  guest  judge  and  award-win- 
ning poet  Curtis  Crisler,  author  of  Tough  Boy  Sonatas,  on  the  afternoon  of 
Wednesday,  April  29th  before  his  evening  performance  in  SRC  2800  from  7:00-8:30 
p.m. 

Please  email  lttaward@cod.edu  or  phone  Liz  Whiteacre  at  603-942-2311  to 
request  a contest  submission  form  and  detailed  contest  guidelines. 


www.prairielightreview.conn 

The  Prairie  Light  Review-Fall  2008 


